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A sun fallen earthward, its each dew-drop learns,

Its led tulip bright as the moon's halo gleams;

The spring holdeth revel so high on its plain,

To deem that the Wheel wantoned wild thou weit fain.

On all sides the roseres are ranged arow,

With their file is arrived bloom and odour, I trow;

Like beauties embracing each other, appear

The parterre, the orchard, the lawn, the heibere;

A chip of the moon is the marge of its pond,

The spray of its fount casts the Pleiads around;

There gleams in its marble such lustre and sheen

That the sun as a taper by daylight is seen;

Its water, aloft springing, toucheth the sky,

The which like a bowl is hung o'er it on high;

Its fountain lassoeth the heart of the meet,

Its wavelet entangleth life's swift-speeding feet;

With fretwork the runnels its rose-garden tire,

Or elsewise they draw through the gauge silver wire.

0 fair for a pond full of sheen and of light,

What belle hath a navel so clear and so bright!

A Selsebfl,J source whence doth purity rise;

Each ripple a beam of the light of the eyes.

So jubilant ringeth the laugh of the rose,

The herbs may not rest them in sleepful repose.

The rose and the tulip make merry in fere,

In attune sing the cushat and nightingale clear.

There climbs o'er the trellis the white jessamine,

Methought 'twas Canopus of Yemen did shine.

Irradiate glitters the hyacinth's hair,

With the new moon belike it hath combed it so fair.

In its midst doth an oinate pavilion arise,

Whose portals and roofs flash as noon to the skies.

Therein was there seated a far-famed Vezir,

A noble illustrate, a valorous Peer,

A glorious Lord, Heaven-fair of display,

A Captain victorious, of star-bright array,

A Sage, Aristotle might serve with acclaim,

1 One of the rivers of Paradise.